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he had been too late. After that he stayed up in
a party and arrived about three o'clock, and he
was not quite sure that he had not been drunk, but
there was no doubt about the last night. He was
wide-awake and sober, and spent the hours from
one till five sitting on the steps of the porch or
stairs, changing his position every few minutes,
walking on the edge of the drive, or pacing the
vestibule.
It was the night for a ghost} dark and full of
sounds and the palms like voices^ endlessly
whispered In the darkness. A twig dropped,,
Stephen swung round on his heel; a cat ran across
the gravel almost at his feet and sent the blood
racing Into his face.
When the dawn came Into the garden,, slowly
brimming It with light, he knew that the night was
over and he had seen nothing again. He ached
and shivered from sitting on the stones5 his eyes
felt hot and strained^ and he was tired and angry.
In the rain-soaked garden the light shone on the
lawn and the stiff fingered palm-leaves; two birds
like wrens were hopping round the oleander
bushes3 there was a wlnd3 young3 fresh and cheer-
ful.
A Chinaman stopped in the road and put Ms
black-bristled head through the door that Stephen
had left open. "You buy?" he asked, though he
knew it was improbable. "Good morning. Velly
nice day. You buy?"
Mr. deSouza came back from Bombay and
Stephen laid siege to hlmy but he would not give